EL GRECO
srning itself not with the due proportion of things, the
rder and beauty of life, but with the effect rather of
ertain bitter colours, those strange, few colours that we
nd on his palette preserved in S. Telmo in Seville, white,
lack, vermilion, lake, yellow ochre. And remembering
he pictures that already hung in the Escorial, we are not
urprised that Philip would have none of his work, that
hough he paid him for it, and kept the picture, he placed
>ver the altar of St. Maurice the work of an obscure
talian, Romulo Cincinnato.
It is from this time that Theotocopuli's figures seem
,o lose touch with the actual world; they are ghosts that
10 longer feel the proportions of the earth, beings that
:ower into a life that is no longer, human. You find
;hem everywhere in the old churches of Toledo, vague
ind eager faces peering into the dark; terrible, insistent
figures, tortured by some_ extraordinary restlessness,
Dblivious of everything but the barrenness of life, a
sort of cruelty that is too brutal to be borne. What
passionate despair you find in the figure of the dead
Conde de Orgaz, in that picture, painted some three
years after the Martyrdom of St. Maurice, reputed to be
his masterpiece, in the little Church of S. Tom6 in Toledo!
It is as though he had discerned a sort of indescribable
impatience of the flesh, yes, in his own soul, that had
striven so with reality. Above all the renunciation of
the mere self-consciousness of the soul that is already in
the presence of God which he has expressed so simply, we
seem to feel a sort of compassion expressed in every
tender line of that drooping body, a profound under-
standing of the defeat he too has already suffered since
he must come to just that. In the strong, ascetic, mascu-
line faces that are like a series of portraits, each with its
own individual life, we discern some strange original
thought about death, the misfortune it holds for us, its